For it to dawn upon her consciousness that she wished for
something, was definitely to renounce that wish, or, more
exactly, to subject it in everything to what she conceived to be
the will of God.

This is perhaps the right moment for me to say that at this
time, and indeed until the hour of her death, she exercised,
without suspecting it, a magnetic power over the will and
nature of my Father. Both were strong, but my Mother was
unquestionably the stronger of the two; it was her mind which
gradually drew his to take up a certain definite position, and
this remained permanent although she, the cause of it, was
early removed. Hence, while it was with my Father that the
long struggle which I have to narrate took place, behind my
Father stood the ethereal memory of my Mother's will, guiding
him, pressing him, holding him to the unswerving purpose
which she had formed and defined. And when the inevitable
disruption came, what was unspeakably painful was to realize
that it was not from one, but from both parents that the
purpose of the child was separated.

My Mother was a Puritan in grain, and never a word escaped
her, not a phrase exists in her diary, to suggest that she had any
privations to put up with. She seemed strong and well, and so
did I; the one of us who broke down was my Father. With his
attack of acute nervous dyspepsia came an unexpected small
accession of money, and we were able, in my third year, to
take a holiday of nearly ten months in Devonshire. The extreme
seclusion, the unbroken strain, were never repeated, and when
we returned to London, it was to conditions of greater amenity
and to a less rigid practice of 'the world forgetting by the
world forgot*. That this relaxation was more relative than
positive, and that nothing ever really tempted either of my
parents from their cavern in an intellectual Thebai'd,4 my re-
collections will amply prove. But each of them was forced by
circumstances into a more or less public position, and neither
could any longer quite ignore the world around.

It is not my business here to re-write the biographies of my
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